THE MIRRORS OP WASHINGTON

happy. He was the fairy godmother of Europe,
the diplomatic Carnegie, who thought it a disgrace
to die diplomatically rich.

For many months I saw him almost daily at
Paris. His was a heart of gold, whether in personal
or international relations; but a heart of gold does
not make a great negotiator. Perverse and na-
tionalistic races of men, incredulous of the mil-
lenium, keep their hearts of gold at home when
they go out to deal with their neighbors.

It was difficult for Colonel House to say no.
He might go so far as to utter the first letter of that
indispensable monosyllable; but before he accom-
plished the vowel, his mind would turn to some
happy "formula" passing midway between no
and yes. He was fertile in these expedients. Daily
he would talk of some new "formula," for Fiume,
for Dantzig, for the Saar Valley, for the occupation
of the Rhine, for Shantung, always happily, al-
ways hopefully. The amiable William Allen White
hit off his disposition perfectly when he said
House's daily prayer was, "Give us this day our
daily compromise."

Wh?n he split a hair between the south and
southwest side, it was not for logistic pleasure; it
was to divide it with splendid justice and send
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